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And the earth is dry, tho' the pall of the sky
Leave never an inch of blue; And the moaning wind before it drives
Thick wreaths of cloudy dew.
Whoever walks that bitter ground
His limbs beneath him fail; His heart throbs thick, his brain reels sick:
His brow is clammy and pale.
But some have hearts that in them burn
With power and promise high, To draw strange comfort from the earth,
Strange beauties from the sky.
Dark was the night, and loud the roar
Of wind and mingled shower, When there stood a dark coach at an old Inn door
At the solemn midnight hour.
That Inn was built at the birth of Time:
The walls of lava rose, Cemented with the burning slime
Which from Asphaltus flows.
No sound of joy, no revelling tones
Of carouse were heard within: But the rusty sign of a skull and cross-bones
Swung creaking before the Inn.
No taper's light look'cl out on the night,
But ever and anon Strange fiery eyes glared fiercely thro'
The windows of shaven bone.
And the host came forth, and stood alone
And still in the dark doorway: There was not a tinge on each high cheek bone,
But his face was a yellow gray.